76                                BECKET.                            ACT i.

BECKET.

Farewell, friends ! farewell, swallows! I wrong the
bird; she leaves only the nest she built, they leave the
builder. Why ? Am I to be murdered to-night ?

[Knocking at the door.

ATTENDANT.

Here is a missive left at the gate by one from the
castle.

BECKET.

Cornwall's hand or Leicester's : they write marvel-
lously alike.                                                   [.Reading.

1 Fly at once to France, to King Louis of France :
there be those about our King who would have thy
blood.'

Was not my lord of Leicester bidden to our supper?

ATTENDANT.

Ay5 my lord, and divers other earls and barons.
But the hour is past, and our brother, Master Cook,
he makes moan that all be a-getting cold.

BECKET.
And I make my moan along with him.    Cold after